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another friend, and to the pleasure which a quiet
Sunday brings to hard-worked,men in fine weather,
and a pleasant country house, the blow fell. The
moment before, as Lord Granville remarks, he had
given expression to the fulness of his enjoyment.
He was rejoicing in the fine weather, he was keenly
noticing the beauty of the scenery at every point of
the way; with his characteristic love of trees he was
noticing the different kinds and the soils which suited
them j especially he was greatly pleased with his
horse. There comes a slight dip in the smooth turf;
the horse stumbles and recovers himself unhurt; but
in that short interval of time all has vanished, all
things earthly, from that quick eye and that sensitive
and sympathetic mind. It is indeed tragic. He is
said to have thought with distress of a lingering end.
He was spared it. He died as a soldier dies.

A shock like this brings with it also a shock of
new knowledge and appreciation of things. We are
made to feel with a new force what it is that we have
lost, and to understand more exactly what is the pro-
portion of what we have lost to what we still retain.
To friends and opponents the Bishop of Winchester
could not but be, under any circumstances, a person
of the greatest importance. But few of us, probably,
measured fully and accurately the place which he
filled among us. We are better aware of it now
when he has been taken away from us. Living
among us, and acting before us from day to day, the
object of each day's observation and criticism, under